

T he ’Tragedy of Othello 


C ome guard the doore without, let him not paffe. 

But kill him rather ; lie after thar fame villaine. 

For tis a damned ftaue. Exit Mont, and Gratiano. 

Otb. 1 am not valiant neither, 

But tuery puny whipfler gets my fword: 

But why Ihould honour ouc-liuchoncfty ? 

Let it goe all. 

8m. What did thy fong bode Lady ? 

Harke,canft thou heare me ? I will play the Swan, 

And die Ui muficke ; pillow, VtUlow, willow. 

Moore, flis was chaft,ihe lou’d thee cruell Moore, 

So come my foule tobliffc.as I fpeake true ; 

Sofpeaking as I thinke,! die,Idie. Jhe dies. 

Oth. i haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a fword of Spaine, the I febrookes temper : 

0 here it is ; Vncle,I muft come forth. Gra. within. 
Ora. 1 f thou attempt it,it will coft thee deere. 

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muft fnffer. 

Oth. Looke in vpon roe then,and fpeake to me. 

Or naked as I am, I will affault thee. 
gra. W hat is the matter ? 

Oth. Bchold,I haue a weapon, 

A better neuer did it felfe fuftaine 

Vpon a Soldiers thigh : 1 haue feene the day, 

That with this little arme.and this good fwoidi 

1 haue made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty tiroes your flop : but O vaine boaft. 

Who can controulchis fate? tis notfonow. 

Be not c ff raid ,t hough you doe fee me weapon’d \ 

Here is my iournies end, here is my butte. 

The very Sea-marke of my vtmoft faile. 

Doe you goe backedifmaid ? tisa loft feare, j-f ; 

Man but a ruth againft OthtUo’s bread. 

And he retires. Where (bou'd OtheRo goe? 

How doftthoU looke now ?0 ill ftai’J wench*. 

Pale as thy fmocke ; when we (hall meet at compt. 

This looke of thine will hurle my foule from hcauen, 

And fiends will fnatch at it : cold 3 cold,my girle, 


Euel) 


the Moore of V enice. 

Euen like thy chaftity : O curfed Qaac : 

Whip meyoudeuills. 

From the poffeflion of this beauenly fight, 
glow me about in winds, roaft me in fulphure, 

Wa(b me in fteepe downe gulphes of liquid fires 
0 DtfdemtnafDefdenunai dead,0,o,o. 

Enter Lodouico,Montano/«d officers^ 

Caflio in a chain 

Led. Where is this rafh and moft infortunate man ? 

Otb. That’s he that was Othello, here I am. 

Lod. Where is that V iper ? bring the villaine forth, 

Oth. I looke downe towards his feet, but that’s a fable, 
If that thou beeft a deuill I cannot kill thee. 

Led. Wrench his fword from him. 
jag, I bleed fir,but not kikd. 

Oth. I am not forry neither,I’de haue thee liue. 

For in my fenfe tis happineffe to dy e. 

Led. O thou OtheRo, that wert once fo good, 

Falne in the pra&ife of a damned ilaue. 

What (hould be faid to thee ? 

Oth. Why, any thing. 

Anhonourable murderer ifyou will; 

For nought did I in hate>but all in honour. 

' Lod. This wretch hath part confcft his villainy 6 
Did you and he confent in Cafsio's death? 

Oth. I. • >i;:: ■' I?:- ■ 

Ga. Deare Generall.I did neuer giue you caufe. 

Oth. Idoebeleeueit,andIaskeyoupardon; 

Will you I pray,demaund that demy deuill. 

Why he hath thus infnar’d myfoule and body ? 

Jag. Demand menothing,whatyouknowyouknoW ; 
From this time forth I neuer will fpeake word. 

Led. What, rtot to pray? : 

Gra . Torments will ope your Hps« 

Oth. Well,thoudoeftbeft. 

Lod. Sir,you fhall vnderftand what hathbefalnc, 
■Whicbjis I think you know not : herc is a letter, 

Ml 


Found, 


mm 1 0 



20 



50 



60 


70 


80 90 

illliiliJ 





200 


210 


220 


230 240 



II 




250 


260 270 




290 


300 

mini 


